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Punishment for snapshot experts nowadays consists of
the destruction of the camera and possibly the hacking
off of the hand that took the photograph.

I felt somewhat surprised to meet no dervishes in
such a religious town. These fanatics are, I discovered,
not much loved at Mecca. Their extravagant dances,
self-woundings and trance displays annoy the pious,
and when any wanderers arrive they receive so few
gifts that most of them prefer to remain in Persia,
Turkey, Syria, Egypt and other countries more favour-
able to their trade.

In consequence of my invitation to the Sheikh of
Zamzam's house I got a similar message from another
worthy I had nearly forgotten, Syed Mohammed Allowey,
the interpreter for the Shereef, who had so unexpectedly
disclosed his South African birth on the occasion of the
Palace banquet. This young man came secretly because
he was a competitor of the Shereefah Zain Wallie, a
rival Matof. I willingly agreed to visit his pilgrim house
in order to learn how he had come to Mecca. The
Syed, whose extremely thin face looked refined and
distinguished, received me in a spotless linen robe of
particularly delicate weave. His English was bad yet
I could follow the ungrammatical words, which sufficed
for conversation.

On giving me a seat in his simple living-room Allowey
confessed that while I had been under suspicion the
Shereef, knowing we both came from Africa, sent a
messenger to him. Husein had been vastly surprised
to find the Matof could tell nothing about me.